DREAMS

it seems, a whimsical selection among these in-
cidents, and discards some, while it makes a liberal
use of others. FoNinstance, in real life, the sight
of a beautiful sunset is a common experience, and
stirs in me the most profound emotion ; yet I have
never seen a sunset in dreams. All my dreams are
enacted in a pale and clear light of which the
source is never visible. I have never seen sun,
moon, or star in a dream. Again, to step into a
farther region, I am a good deal occupied in real
life by. ethical considerations ; but in dreams I
have absolutely no sense of morality. I am afraid,
in my dreams, of the consequences of my acts ; but
I commit a murder or a theft in a dream without
the least scruple of conscience.

Whether this proves that my morality, my con-
science, in real life, is a purely conventional thing,
acquired by habit, I do not know; it would appear
to be so* Again, some of my most habitual actions
in real life are never repeated in dreams ; I have
for many years devoted much time and energy to
literary work in real life, but in dreams I have
never written anything; though I have heard
ppems repeated or read from books which are
purely imaginary, and I have even read my own
.compositions aloud from what appeared in dreams
to be a previously written manuscript; but I am
never conscious, in dreams, of ever having put pen
to paper for any purpose whatever, even to write
a letter. Yet, again, it is not as though all the
materials were drawn from a time before I had
begun to write; because sometimes dreams will